i8                        BOTHWELL                   [ACT I.

'Tis by the sun we have now to walk warm.

If I had leave to give good counsel tongue

And wisdom words to work with, I would say

Rather by favour and seasonable grace

Shall your sweet light of summer-speaking looks

Melt the hard mould of earthen hearts, and put

Spring into spirits of snow.    Your husband here,

Who was my friend before your lord, being grown

Doubtful, and evil-eyed against himself.

With a thwart wit crossing all counsel, turns

From us ward to their close fierce intimacy

Who are bitterest of the faction against faith,

And through their violent friendship has become

His own and very enemy, being moved

Of mere loose heart to vex you.    Now there stands

On the other hand, in no wise bound to him,

But as your rebel and his enemy

Cast forth condemned, one that called home again

Might be a bond between the time and you.

Tying the wild world tamer to your hand,

And in your husband's hot and unreined mouth

As bit and bridle against his wandering will.

Quern.  What name is his who shall so- strengthen
me?

Rizzlo.   Your father gave him half a brother's nam e.

Queen.    I have no  brother;   a   bloodless   traitor

he is

Who was my father's bastard born.    By heaven,
I had rather have his head loose at my foot
Than his tongue's counsel rounded in mine ear.